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Florence 

Pretty little Florence, she is gone, 
And all her roguish tricks and winsome ways, her laughter, all is fled. 
Only yesterday, how merrily she tripped 
In from the fields, all flushed — 
Her mouth a sorry little mess from where blueberries crushed and 

bled. 
In one hand she had green peas, tightly gripped, 
In the other a bag filled plump, she said, with caraway seed- 
All which, very solemn, she placed upon my lap 
And scampered off. It was my pay for having played I was a horsey 

perhap, 
Or mere merriment; she was an avid little bee after odds and ends, 
Burrs, and other trifles— burrs, though, she'd gather most of all; 

they were a treasure 
To be hoarded, or be used upon occasion for important architecture, 
— A riddle to the profane, 
But when the spirit moved her to explain 
Her little eyes would pucker with great pleasure. 
Now the house is bleaker. 

Enrique Cross. 



